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Piling its thunder-heads and muttering " Cease !J?
Yet drew not back Ms hand, but gravely chose
The seeming-desperate task whence our new nation

rose.

3.

A noble choice and of immortal seed.!

Nor deem that acts heroic wait on chance

Or easy were as in a boy's romance;

The man's whole life preludes the single deed

That shall decide if his inheritance

Be with the sifted few of matchless breed,

Our race's sap and sustenance,

Or with the unmotived herd that only sleep and

feed.

Choice seems a thing indifferent; thus or so,
What matters it ?    The Fates with mocking face
Look on inexorable, nor seem to know
Where the lot lurks that gives life's foremost place.
Yet Duty's leaden casket holds it still,
And but two ways are offered to our will,
Toil with rare triumph, ease with safe disgrace,
The problem still for us and all of human race.
He chose, as   men choose,  where   most dangei

showed,

Nor ever faltered 'neath the load
Of petty cares, that gall great hearts the most,
But kept right on the strenuous up-hill road,
Strong to the end, above complaint or boast:
The popular tempest on his rock-mailed, coast
Wasted its wind-borne spray,
The noisy marvel of a day;
His soul sate still in its unstormed abode.